"Ought I to leave the suitcase and go away?"
This was replaced by a brighter spark.
"What? Abandon the words of my son? Give them
over into such hands?"
She clutched the suitcase.
"Ought I to go off with it? Run away?"
Such thoughts were enemies, forced on her from out-
side. They seared her mind and stitched her heart like
fiery threads. The pain of them drove her away from her
own self, away from Pavel and all that had become so
dear to her. She felt that some hostile force was pressing
down on her shoulders and breast, choking her with this
deadly fear. The veins at her temples began to throb
violently and she felt the warmth creep up to the roots
of her hair.
Suddenly, in one supreme effort, she threw off her
thoughts, stamped out all these mean, feeble little sparks
and said to herself imperiously, "Shame on you!"
She felt better at once—became, in fact, filled with
courage, and added, "Don't disgrace your son! You're
not afraid!"
Her eyes met a dull, timid gaze. Into her mind flashed
the face of Rybin. The few seconds of hesitation had
made her more sure. Now her heart was beating calmly.
"What will happen now?" she thought as she glanced
about.
The spy called a station guard and whispered some-
thing to him, indicating her with his eyes. The guard
looked at him and backed away. Another guard came up,
listened to what he had to say, and frowned. He was an
old man—tall, grey-haired, unshaven. He nodded to the
spy and made his way towards the bench on which the
mother was sitting. The spy disappeared.
The guard approached unhurriedly, frowning and star-
ing at the mother, She shrank back on the bench.
"If only they don't strikq me!" she thought.
He stopped in front of her  and  said nothing for a
minute.

